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"We don't ‘ave to." 
Rick's gaze fixed on Sav's still form. He looked reassuring, but also a bit nervous himself. 


Rick swallowed. His voice came out less determined than he really was. 


"Hts alright. | want it." 


Sav smiled. A forest of dark brown curls uncovered a pair of blue eyes. 
His cold hands came to rest on the jeans covering Rick's thighs. He slipped them in between to lose the chill 
Rick licked his lips and leaned in, the barest of kisses landing on Sav's jaw before he found the right place. 


The steam on the windows in the backseat blocked out everything from outside, including shapes. The only 
thing that could penetrate the shield of condensation right now was the street lamp some six yards away. 


Rick backed out slightly, his trusting eyes coming into the light. 
Sav pulled out his hands and slowly unbuttoned his own shirt: 
Milky skin 

Warmth. 

The windows sweated a bit more. 

Rick reached out and touched. 

It was new. 


Kind of like when you've been eating ice-cream out of a cup since forever, and now you're about to try the 


one on the stick. 


Sav's skin prickled from the chill, but he stood up as much as he could and kept divesting himself of clothes 


until he was completely bare. 

Rick watched him sit down on the cold leather. 

He was expected to do something. 

He swallowed a lump in his throat and averted his gaze from his shamelessly naked friend. 
One garment after another came off his body. 

Sav bit his lower lip. 

"What?" Rick whispered, afraid to break the silence in the car. 


"Me socks stay on" 


Sav gave him a small grin from the darkness. 

"No problem." 

He was inspected, head to toe. But with some natural fondness and appreciation. Almost like devotion 
He could take it. 

Sav had him lie down on the seat and relax. He was specifically instructed to relax. 
Cold leather. Winter air. Clammy skin. 

It almost felt sterile. 

But then there was Sav. And his smile. Full-lipped and slightly teasing, 

And then Rick stopped caring. 

For the cold, for his fear, and for the lack of anything else but saliva. 

Sav would be careful. 

Soon enough, he was stroked and kissed, nipped on and touched in different places. 
And it melted away his fears, slowly but surely. 

"Changed your mind?" 

He was hard. 

That had to mean he was still in on it. 


Amongst all the sterile thoughts and the huge, elephant-sized balloon of apprehension, and the simple fear of 


the unknown - he managed to get an erection 
"No." 


The bass player kissed him again, wet mouth against wet mouth, and Rick almost wished that that was all 


there was. 
But he really wanted more. He knew he would regret it if he backed out. 


He observed his own leg up in the air. 


He studied his crooked toes. No manicure. Or whatever birds called that. 


He watched his other foot up above the back of the seat, all until he felt a pressure below his balls and 
something in his guts bubbled up to the point where he had to groan. He broke the silence. 


His lips sealed, but only for a short while. Sav rubbed a slippery finger down the crook of his legs and touched 
something that made Rick recall all the dropped inhibitions. 


He tightened. 

Sav nuzzled his neck and placed a kiss on it. 
It couldn't be so bad. 

And he was still stiff. 

And then Sav slipped inside. 


Rick froze and tightened again. Sav was above him, warm and smiling and not asking whether he was alright or 


not. Just smiling. 

Then he coaxed Rick's tongue out of his mouth and toyed with it fondly. 
Rick almost grinned at that. 

The windows sweated some more. 


It took one half of a second for Sav to do something which made Rick cry out and squeeze his legs around his 


friend's back. 

Then he did it again 

And again. 

And between incoherent, delight-painted thoughts, Rick freaked out a bit. 

He couldn't come that soon. 

Yet with every thrust Sav made, he felt like he should've already passed that point: 


And with every thrust, his breathing got louder. His voice held aroused urgency to it when he spoke. 


"Harder, please." 


It took all of a couple of Sav's deep bass lines for Rick He was drained of his very essence, clutching and 


squeezing Sav's sweaty back, his middle burning and pulsing, and his erection hadn't even been touched. 

He couldn't care about the mess on his chest. He couldn't care about the way Sav emptied himself inside his 
body. He especially couldn't care about the fact that there was no other fuckin’ place he wanted to be at the 
moment. 

His brain got drunk on the afterglow. His eyes dropped closed. 


Bodies cooled off. 


The windows now sported larger drops of water. Sav rolled over and rested on his side against the back of the 


seat, catching his breath. 

Rick tilted his head to make eye-contact. 

Sav wiped the sheen of sweat gathered on his upper lip. 
"How do you feel?" 


Rick just smiled back, a teasing glint in his eyes. 


